> IX.     THE FEASTS  OF   THE   VANDALS.

ier could get from him was " that I should
>w better in time."

Jut the following letter from Samuel Prout,.
tten just at the moment when my father's pride
the success of the book was fast beguiling
i into admission of its authorship, at least in
own friendly circle, expresses with old-fash-
ed courtesy, but with admirable simplicity
L firmness, the first impression made by my
>etuous outburst on the most sensible and sin-
s members of the true fellowship of English
.sts, who at that time were doing each the
t he could in his own quiet way, without
ught either of contention with living rivals,,
if comparing their modest work to the mas-
pieces, of former time.

" HASTINGS, July 2nd, 1843.

EAR  SIR,

te I beg to apologize for not sooner acknowledging,.
L my best thanks, your kindness in adding another to
iy obligations.

Please to believe that I am ambitious of meriting
r many acts of kind consideration, but I am ashamed
vexed to feel a consciousness of apparent rudeness,
a trial of patience which nothing can extenuate. I
t fear that my besetting sin of idleness in letter-writ-
has been displeasing to you, although your note is,
tely silent on the subject.

I am sorry to say that for months together my spirits
; sunk so low, that every duty and every kindness have-
i sadly neglected. have perished, armies are subdued,
